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SCENE  I.    A  Wood. 

Enter  Trickwell  in  a  riding  Habit,  and  his  three 
Companions,  two  in  Liveries,  tl>e  other  as  * 
running  IwtmaK* 

i  COMPANION. 

EAR  Trickwell,  let  us  inco  this  Device 
of  thine,  betore  we  go  any  Fai 
prithee  why  are  we  thus  equip:?  Why 
art  thou  fo  fine,  ib  fpruce  on  tre 
fudden,  that  a  few  Days  ago  we.c 
a  Strangerto  a  clean  Shin?  Why  ha>e 
we  left  our  Jovial  Companions  ia 
London  and  taken  this  Trip  to  TmMyf  What,  have  yc/i 
ar>y  Defign  upon  a  Fonune?  Take  care  Trickweli,  you 
know  Hanging  and  Marriage  go  by  deftiny. 
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Trie.  Prithee  Peace,  'tis  no  fiich  matter. 

2  Cp.  Nay,  don't  be  angry,  Capcain  Regent,  Princ) 
pal!  What  ftiall  I  call  thee?  the  noble  Spark  of  Bounty 
the  Life-blood  of  Society. 

>  Trie.  Call  me  your  Fore-cart,  you  Coxcombs ;  whe 
you  come  Drunk  out  of  a  Tavern,  'tis  I  mud  caft  you 
Plots  into  Form,  'tis  I  muft  mannage  the  Trick,  o 
I'd  not  give  a  Rufti  for  the  Proceeding  ;  I  muft  ftretc 
my  Wits  upon  thm  Tenters  to  maintain  a  Company  c 
Villains— whom  1  love  in  my  very  Heart  and  Cor 
fcience.  [Emiracmg  then 

i  Com.  A!  ha!  our  little  Fore- call:. 
Trie.  Hang  you  Dogs,  you  have  bewitched  me  anion, 
you  5  I  was  a  good  modeft  young  Lad,  before  I  fell  int 
your  villanous  Company;   my  Uncle  had  then  fom 
Hopes  of  me  ;  I  us'd  to  walk  before  him  to  Church  eve 

ry  Sunday,  never  was  Drunk,  or  fwore  an  Oath ;   

Now  I'm  quite  altered,  blown  into  Air;  I  fwear  faftc 
than  a  Fanatick  will  lie;  fit  up  late,  'till  it  be  early 
drink,  drunk,  'till  I'm  fober ;  fink  down  dead  in  a  Ta 
vera,  and  rife  in  a  Bawdy-houfe;  here's  a  goodly. Trani 
formation ;  I  live  without  Order,  fwear  without  Nurn 
ber,  cheat  without  Mercy,  and  drink  without  Mcafure 

— ^but  to  our  Bufinefs :  you  can  keep  your  Coun 

tenance,  Villains?  but  I  was  a  Fool  to  ask  that;  fo 

how  fhould  they  keep  their  Countenance  that  have  lol 
their  Credit? 

3  Com.  I  warrant  you  for  blufhing,  Trichmll;  wl 
have  left  that  foolifh  Modefty  off  long  (ince;  'tis  of  n< 
ufe  to  Men  of  our  Vocation. 

Trie.  Welh  then;  you  all  know  the  poffibility  of  m] 
Hereafter-Fortune,  and  the  Humour  of  my  frolickforw 
Uncle,  Sir  Ant. Bounteous,  whofe  Death  makes  all  poflibL 
to  me;  I  ihall  have  all,  when  he  has  nothing;  but  noM 
he  has  all,  I  can  have  nothing :  I  think  one  Mind  run 
thro1  a  Million  of  them;  they  can't  abide  To  fee  us  mer 
ry  all  the  while  they  are  above-ground,  and  that  make 
fo  many  Sons  laugh  at  their  Fathers  Funerals.    1  know 
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j  Uncle  has  his  Will  in  a  Box;  and  has  bequeathe  all 

I  me  when  he  can  carry  nothing  away  with  him  j 

I I  flood  I  in  need  of  poor  Ten  Pounds  now,  by  his 
>od-will,  I  fhould  hang  my  felf  e'er  I  (hould  get  it  t 

lien  fince  he  has  no  Good-will  to  do  me  good  as  long 
ii  he  lives,  by  my  own  Will  I'll  do  my  felt'  good  be- 

n-ehe  dies:  But  now  I  arrive  at  my  Purpofe:— — 

1  m  are  not  ignorant  I'm  fure,  you  true  and  necefTary 
implements  of  Mifchief,  flrft  that  my  Uacle  Sir  An- 
j  my  Bounteous  is  a  Knight  of  Thoufands,  and  that  he 
eps  a  Houfe  like  his  Name,  Bounteous,  open  for  all 
Dmmersj  thirdly  and  laftly,  that  he  fhnds  much  upon 
e  Glory  of  his  Compliments,  and  variety  of  Entertain- 
ent,  together  with  the  Largenefs  of  his  Kitchen,  the 
Migitude  of  his  Buttery,  and  Fecundity  of  his  Larder  ; 
id  thinks  himfelf  never  happier  than  when  fome  frifT 
ord  or  great  Countefs  alights  to  empty  his  Difhes  : 
hefe  being  well  mixt  together,  may  give  my  Projedt 
;tter  Encouragement.  

1  Com.  Oil  conceive  you  now !  what,  we  are  to  go 
id  live  there  for  a  Month  or  two  ?  I  like  that,  1  have 
ot  been  at  a  Feaft  a  great  while. 

Trie.  No  fuch  matter,  you  hungry  Dolt:  My  Un- 

e  has  not  feen  me  thefe  three  Years,  and  1  am  fure 
5  can't  by  his  Allowance  fufpedfc  me  in  fuch  good 
loathsj  for  tho'  he'll  treat  all  Mankind,  he  hates  to  think 
ly  young  Fellow  mould  live  but  by  his  Wits;  and  Faith 
think  it  will  be  but  Juftice  to  pra&ife  upon  him  firft, 
id  let  him  fee  that  I  am  Matter  of  my  Art:  In  fhort,  I 
itend  to  impofe  my  felf  upon  him  for  a  ftrange  Lord, 
ifte  the  good  Cbcar  of  his  Houfe,  commit  a  Rape  upon 
is  ftrong  Box,  and  take  my  Leave  of  him  in  the  Morn* 
i 

2  Com.  Moft  generoufly  refolv'd. 

Trie.  I  have  ordered  the  Oftler  at  the  Inn  to  keep 
ur  Horfes  ready  fadled,  for  fear  v/e  fhould  be  put  to 
□r  Shifts- — that's  the  HouJfc,  take  up  the  Porcmantua 
aid  follow  me.     "  "  [Exeunt. 


SCENE 
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S  C  t*N  E  Changes. 

Enter  Sir  Anthony  Bounteous,  and  two  Gentlemen. 

Sir  Ant.  Gentlemen  'tis  late  indeed,  and  I  am  forry 
yoa  can't  flay  all  Night;  kbut  to  Morrow  I  expcA  you 
to  Dinner. 

Gen.  You  may  depend  on  us.  [Ex,  Gent 

Enter  firft  Companion. 

l  Com.  I  cry  your  Worfhip  heartily  Mercy  

Sir  Ant.  How  now!  Linnen  Stockings,  and  threefcore 
Miles  a  Day?  Whofe  Footman  art  thou  ? 

i  Com.  Pray  can  your  Worfhip  tell  me  Oh,  oh,  oh 

if  my  Lo  d  be  come  in  yet? 

Sir  Ant.  Thy  Lord!  who  is  thy  Lord? 

i  Com.  My  Lord  Otoemuch.  Sir. 

Sir  Ant.  My  Lord  Qwemuch !  Oh,  I  have  heard  great; 
Talk  of  that  Lord,  he  has  great  Acquaintance  in  the  City 
that  Lord  has  been  much  follow'd. 

i  Com.  And  is  ftiil,  Sir,  he  wants  no  Company  when 
he's  in  London,  he's  Free  of  the  Mercers,  and  none  ci 
'em  all  dare  crofs  him. 

Sir  Ant.  No,  if  he  did,  I  wairant  he  wou'd  turn  ovej 
a  new  Leaf  'with  'em. 

"Enter  Trickwell  and  his  Companions. 

i  Com.  Here  comes  my  Lord. 

Trick.  Footman. 

i  Com.  My  Lord. 

Trie.  Run  fwitrly  with  my  humble  Service  to  Sit 
J  offer  Tofewell ;  I'll  ride  and  vifit  him  in  the  Morning 
[Exit  i  Companion.^  That  Courtly  Form  fhou'd  prefent  ti 
me  the  Mirrour  ot  Generolaty,  Sir  Anthony  Bounteous. 

Sir  Ant.  Your  Honour  is  mod  fpaciouily  welcome. 

Trie.  Forgive  me,  Sir,  that  being  a  Stranger  both  tc 
your  Houlc  and  you,  I  make  my  way  fo  bold ;  but 
prefume  rather  upon  your  Kindnefs,  than  your  Know 
ledge;  only  your  bounteous  Difpofition  Fame  has  di 
vulg'd,  and  it  is  to  me  well  known. 

Sir  And 
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Sir  Ant.  Nay,  an  your  Lord  fhip.  know  my  Difpofiti- 
>n,  you  know  me  better  than  they  that  know  my  Per- 
b*n,  you  are  fo  much  the  more  Welcome  for  that. 
Trie.  Sir  Anthony  t  you  confound  me  with  your  agree* 
v  ble  Generor]ty. 

*    Sir  Ant.  Pray  pardon  me,  it  has  long  been  my  Ambi- 
ihn  to  have  wifiYd  your  Lordfhip,  where  your  Lordfhip 

mow  is,  a  noble  Gueft  in  this  unworthy  Houfe:  But  my 
Lord,  I  have  a  prefent  Suite  to  you. 
Trie.  To  me.'  and  you  cou'd  ne'er  fpeak  of  it  at  a 

c  fitter  time. 

Sir  Ant.  Your  Lord  Chip  has  been  a  Traveller? 
\    Trie.  About  five  Years,  Sir. 

Sir  Ant.  I  have  a  Nephew,  my  Lord,  and  when  I  die 
1*11  do  Something  for  him.  Til  tell  your  Honour  the  worfl 
of  him,  a  wild  Lad  he  has  been. 

Trie.  And  fo  we  have  been  all,  Sir  Anthony. 

Sir  Ant.  So  we  have  been  all,  indeed  my  Lord,  I 
thank  your  Lordfhip's  Afliftancej  forae  comical  Pranks 
he  has  been  guilty  of}  but  Til  warrant  him  an  honeft 
frufty  Heart  

Trie.  And  that's  worth  all. 

Sir  Ant.  And  that's  worth  all  indeed,  my  Lord,  for  he's 
like  to  have  all  when  I  dies  his  Chin  has  no  more  Prick- 
les on't  than  a  Midwife's  ;  there's  great  hope  of  his  Wit 
bis  Hair  is  fo  long  a  comings  (hall  I  be  bold  to 
prefer  this  Ganimede  to  hold  a  Plate  under  your  Lord- 
fhip's Glafs? 

Trie.  You  wrong  both  his  Worth  and  your  Bounty,  to 
call  that  Boldnefs  j  Sir,  I  have  heard  much  good  of  that 
Gentleman. 

Sir  Ant.  Nay  he  has  a  good  Wit,  my  Lord;  he  has 
carry'd  many  things  very  cleverly :  Til  (hew  your  Lordfhip 
my  Will,  1  keep  it  in  an  Outlandilh  Box*  the  young 
Rogue  muft  have  all:  Faith  and  Troth,  1  love  him  dear- 
ly but  he  (hall  never  find  it  as  long  as  1  live. 

Trie.  Well,  Sir,  for  your  fake,  I'll  refcrve  a  Place  for 
him  neareft  my  Secrets. 


Sir  Ant* 
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Sir  Ant.  I  underftand  your  good  Lordfhip ;  you'll  ms 

him  your  Secretary  Here,  forrie  Mufick — —give  t 

Lord  a  tafte  of  his  Welcome. 

Trie.  Sir  Anthony,  no  other  Entertainment  than  a  £ 
to  Night,  and  that  as  foon  as  you  pleafe,  'tis  late,  an< 

am  much  indifpos'd  Nay,  no  Excufe,  you  are  in  yc 

own  Houfe,  but  I  mud  command  in  this. 

Sir  Ant.  I  wou'd  not  by  any  Means,  be  an  Enemy 

your  Lordfhip's  Health,  for  the  World  Will  yo 

Lordfliip  bepleas'd  to  walk  in?  [Exeunt  Omn 

SCENE  Changes. 

"Enter  Sir  Anthony,  Trickwell,  at:  d  his  Companions,  j 

Sir  Ant.  I  have  brought  your  Lordffoip  to  a  me; 
Lodgiqg,  but  in  good  Faith  you  are  heartily  welcomi 
a  hard  Down- bed,  I'faith  my  Lord,  poor  Cambrick  fheet 
and  a  Cloath  of  TilTue  for  a  Canopy,  the  Curtains  wei 
wrought  in  Venice*  with,  the  Story  of  the  Prodigal  Sor 
in  Silk  and  Gold,  only  the  Swine  are  left  our,  my  Lore 
for  fear  of  ipoiling  the  Curtains. 

Trie.  It  was  well  prevented,  Sir. 

Sir  Ant.  A  niulieal  Night  to  your  Honour,  filken  Refl 
harmonious  Slumbers,  and  amorous  Dreams  to  your  Ho 
nour. 

Trie.  The  like  to  kind  Sir  Anthony          [Exit  Sir  An 

thony.J  Come,  come,  the  Difguifes— — where  are  th< 

Vizzirds  ? 

3  Com.  In  your  Lord (l  ip's  Portmantu*. 

Trie  Peace,  Lieutenant. 

3  Com  I  had  rather  have  .War,  Captain. 

[They  pull  Eifguifes  out  of  the  Fortmmtua,  and  put 
them  on. 

Trie.  Come,  we  are  properly  equipp'd  ;  put  on  your 
Vizzar^s,  and  go  down,  and  fecare  trie  Servant.*. 

[Exit  Companions. 

Now  Uncle,  you  that  hold  me  at  hard  Meat,  and  keep 
meat  the  Staff  Vend,  111  fit  you,  all  muft  be  mine,  he 

and 
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d  his  Will  cenfefs  it  :  What  I  take  then  is  but  a 
rrowiog  of  fo  much  before- hand  j  I'll  pay  him  again 
ien  he  dies.  [Exit. 

'Enter  two  Companions,  pulling  in  Roger  as  out  of 
Bed. 

2  Com.  Come,  come  Bumkin,  don't  make  a  Noife, 
hall  make  a  hole  in  your  Paunch,  and  let  your  Pud- 
igs  about  the  Room. 

Rog>  O  dear  honefr.  Gentlemen,  I  fwear  you  make 
r  Hair  ftand  an  end ;  dear  Gentlemen  let  me  alone, 
m  but  a  poor  Servant,  and  have  nothing  to  lofe, 
before  pray  don't  rob  me. 

3  Com,  Bind  him,  bind  him-  there  clap  this  Gag 

the  Dog's  Mouth  Now  we'll  carry  him  into  the 

[They  gag  him,  bind  him  Neck  and  Heels,  and  carry 
hun  out. 

Enter  Trickwell; 
thin.']  Thieves,  Thieves. 

Trie.  Hark,  they  arc  at  their  Bufinefi— How  now? 
f  Lads? 

Enter  two  Companions. 

i  Com.  All's  fure  and  fafe,  on  with  your  Vizzard, 
.  the  Servants  are  all  bound. 

Trie.  There's  one  Care  paft  then ;  come  follow  me 
ds,  111  lead  you  now  to  the  point  and  top  of  all  your 
rtunesi  yon  Lodgings  are  my  Uncle's. 
3  Com.  Here's  a  Captain  worth  following,    and  a 
t  worth  a  Man's  love  and  admiring.  [Exemu 


SCENE 
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SCENE  Changes. 

Enter  Trickwell,  and  Companions,  leading  in  Sir 
Anthony. 

"Sir  Ant.  O  Gentlemen,  and  you  be  kind  Gcatlem< 
what  Countrymen  are  you  ? 

Trie.  Lincoln/hire  Men,  Sir. 

Sir  Ant.  1  am  glad  of  that  I'faith. 

3  Com   And  why  (hould  you  be  glad  of  that? 

Sir  Ant.  O,  the  honefteft  Thieves  of  all  come  out 
lAncolnfhtre,  the  kindeft-natur'd  Gentlemen  $  they'll  r 
a  Man  with  a  Confcience;  they  have  a  feeling  of  wl 
they  go  about,  and  will  deal  with  Tears  in  th 
Eyes;  they  are  a  very  confeiencious  fort  of  Thie 
indeed. 

Trie.  Come,  come,  the  Mony,  the  Mony,  we  co 
for  Mony,  Sir. 

Sir  Ant.  O  dear,  Sir,  you  cou'd  not  come  at  awe 
time  for  it.  I  proteft,  I  am  at  prefent  very  much  i 
of  Cafh ;  I  put  all  my  Mony  out  the  other  Day  j  d 
Heart  5  good  Gentlemen,  what  (hift  lhali  1  make 
you,  for  I  wou'd  fain  oblige  y©u  if  I  cou'd — Pray  co 
again  another  time,  and  then  I'll  be  provided 
you. 

Trie  Damn  ye,  Sir,  your  Mony. 

Sir  Ant.  G,  not  too  loud*  you  are  too  ftirill  a  G 
tleman,  I  have  a  Lord  lies  in  my  Houfe  $  I  wou'd 
for  the  World  my  Lord  (hou'd  be  difquieted. 

Trie.  Who,  my  Lord  Ommuch  I  we  have  taken 
der  with  him,  he  lies  bound  in  his  Bed,  and  all 
Followers, 

Sir  Ant.  Who,  my  I^prd  bound !  what,  bound 
Lord !  O  dear,  what  did  you  mean  to  bind  my  L( 
why  my  Lord  cou'd  have  lain  in  his  Bed  witl 
binding  t  you  have  undone  me*  you  need  rob  me 
farther. 
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Trie.  Come,  bind  him,  bind  him. 

[They  tye  his  Hands  behind  him]  and  rob  him. 

Sir  Ant,  Is  this  your  Court  o'  Equity?  It's  very  hard 
that  a  Man  (hould  be  bound  for  his  own  Mony :  But 
come,  come  bind  me,  I  have  been  too  liberal  to  * 
Night;  You  have  watch'd  your  Time,  and  a  Pox  feaft 
you. 

Trie.  Go,  carry  him  down  Stairs. 

[Exit  Sir  Anthony. 

Difpatch  with  him  away  

This  was  bounteoufly  done,  I Yaich  j  it  came  fomewhat 
hard  frGm  him  tho\ 

Enter  firfi  Companion. 

What,  is  all  fure  ? 

1  Com.  All's. fure,  Captain. 

Trie.  You  know  what  follows  now;  one  Villain 
binds  his  Fellow;  we  mud  be  all  bound  for  our  own 
Securities,  there's  no  dallying  upon  the  Point;  you 
conceive  me,  there's  a  Lord  to  be  feund  bound  in  his 
Bed,  and  all  his  Followers}  can  you  pick  out  that  Lord 
now? 

i  Com.  Admirable  Contriver. 
I      Trie.  You  never  plot  for  your  Safeties,  fo  your  Wants 
be  but  fatisfy'd. 

i  Com.  But  if  we  bind  one  another,  how  (hall  the 
la  ft  be  bound  ? 

Trie.  Pox  on't!  the  Footman  fhall  'fcape. 

i  Com.  That's  I,  I  thank  you. 

Trie.  The  Footman  of  all  other  will  be  fuppos'd  to 
Ycape,  for  he  comes  in  no  Bed  all  Night,  buc  lies  in 
his  Cloarhs,  to  be  be  firit  ready  in  the  Morning;  and 
his  Freedom  will  make  the  better  for  ourFurpofe;  for 
we  mud  have  one  to  unbind  the  Knight,  that  we 

may  have  the  Sport  within  our  felves;-  but  Morn- 

I  ing  is  ftoln  upon  us :  I  have  another  Trick  to  play  my 
Uncle  before  I  leave  him  .quite*  but  this  is  no  Place  to 
B  difcover 
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cifcovcr  in;  I  will  carry  on  the  Jeft,  that's  certain 
xho"  I  hszird  my  Wind-pipe;  I'll  e.ther  go  like  a  Lord 
a:  I  came,  or  be  hang'd  like  a  Thief  as  I  am:  That* 
my  Relbiution.  iExtmt' 

r  -Enter  Sir  Anthony  with  his  Hands  tyd  behind  him. 

Sir  Ant  So,  with  much  ado,  I  have  (haken  off  my 
Kempen-Tetters,  and  have  got  my  Legs  at  Liberty  to 

look  for  my  Servants  Why  V* 

has  this  Country  Dog  hid  himfelf?  Why  Roger,x 

Roger. 

Inter  firfi '  Companion. 

i  Com.  O,  blefs  your  good  Worfhip,  let  me  help 

>C%r  Ant.  Ah!  poor  Footman,  how  didft  thou  'fcape 
this  Maffacre?  .  . 

i  Com.  Ev'o  by  Miracle,  Sir,  and  lying  in  my 

Ui Sir  Ant.  I  wou'd  1  had  lain  in  my  Cloaths  too,  To 
I  had  Tcap'd  'em ;  I  cou'd  but  have  rilcn  a  Beggar 
then,  and  lb  1  do  now,  "till  my  Mony  comes  in:  But 
nothing  afflifts  me  io  much  as  that  the  barbarous  Vil- 
lus fi;ou!d  commit  a  Violence  upon  my  Lord  :  Ah,  the 
binding  of  my  Lord  cuts  me  to  the  very  Heart:  So, 
fo,  'tis  wellj  I  thank  thee;  run  to  thy  Fellows,  and 
undo  them  make  hafte  

[Exit  Companion. 

\\  hy  .Rom,  Roger,  Roger. 

[Roger  roils  upon  the  Stage,  gag  d,  and  bound  Neck 
and  Heels. 

RAjr.  Au,  au,  au.  . 

Sir  Ant.  Au,  an!  what  Language  is  that?  — 

To<  r  Fellow,  I  mult  help  him.  [Unbmds  hm. 

P.og.  O.  Sir,  my  Jaws  ake  curfedly:  One  of  the 
WhJreVBirds  propt  my  Chaps  open  with  a  Trotter- 
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bone:  Wawns  en  I  had  chanc'd  to  have  laid  with  mv 
Head  againft  the  Wind,  it  would  certainly  have  g0y 
down  my  Throat,  and  have  blown  me  up  like  a 
Bladder;  but,  Sir,  I  hope  you'll  excufe  me,  I  heard 
your  Worfhip  roar  out  like  a  Bear,  but  1  cou'd  ncc 
bark  you  out  an  Anfwer  ->  but  I  roll'd  to  you  as  foon, 
as  I  cou'd. 

Sir  Ant.  aTis  well,  'tis  well  go,  look  after  your 

Fellow-fervants,  [Exit  Roger* 

Ha,  here  comes  my  Lord.  I  proteft  I  am  afham'<i  to 
Look  my  Lord  in  the  Face. 

Enter  TrickwelU 

My  Lord,  a  good  Morning  to  you:  Your  Lordfmp 
grieves  me  more  than  all  my  Lo{fou 

Trie,  I  thought,  you  had  been  better  belov'd,  S\r  An- 
thony: But  I  fee  you  have  Enemies,  and  your  Friends 
fare  the  worfe  for  'em  -y  I  like  your  Talk  much  better 
than  1  like  your  Lodging,  I  ne'er  lay  harder  in  a  Bed  of< 

Downe;  Ihave  had  a  mad  Night's  Reft  on't  Can 

you-guefs  what  thev  fhould  be,  Sir? 

Sir  Ant,  Lincoln \fhire  Men,  my  Lord. 

Trie.  How!  fie,  tie,  believe  it  not,  Sir;  they  lay  not 
far  off,  I  warrant  you. 

Sir  Ant.  Think  you  fo,  my  Lord?, 

Trie,  nibs  burnt  if  they  did;  they  are  fome  that 
know  your  Houie,  and  are  acquainted  with  all  the 
Conveniences. 

Sir  Ant.  This  conies  of  keeping  open  Houfe,  mjJj 
Lord  5  that  makes  io  many  keep  their  Doors  fhut  ac 
Dinner-time. 

Trie.  They  were  refolutc  Villains  •  I  made  my  feli 
known  to  'em,  told  'em  who  I  was,  gave  'em  my 
-honourable  Word  not  to  difclofe 'em *   and  think  you 
the  Slaves  would  truft  me  upon  my  Word  ? 
SirAnU  They  would  not? 

B  2  Tric> 
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Trie.  No,  I  muft  pardon  'cm  ;  they  fold  me  Lords 
Promifes  were  Mortal,  and  commonly  die  within  an 
Hour  after  they  are  fpoken:  They  were  but  Griftles, 
and  not  one  amongft  a  hundred  come  to  any  full 
Growth;  and  therefore,  tho'  I  were  a  Lord,  I  muft 
enter  into  Bond 

Sir  Ant.  Infupporrable  Rafcals. 

Tnc.  Troth,  I'm  afraid  you  far'd  the  worfc  for  my 
'    .  coming  hither. 

Sir  Ant*  Ah  my  good  Lord,  your  Lordflv'p  far'd 
worfe  I'm  fure. 

Trie  Pray  pity  not  me,  Sir. 

Sir  Ant.  Is  not  your  Honour  fore  about  the  Brawia 
of  your  Arm?  A  Murrain  take  'em,  I  feel  it. 

Trie.  About  this  place,  Sir  Anthony. 

Sir  Ant.  You  feel  as  it  were  a  Twinge,  my  Lord  ? 

Trie.  You  fay  right,  a  Twinge,  Sir. 

Sir  A.m.  A  Pox  on  'em,  I  "feel  that  Twinge  too  : 
But,  my  Lord,  don't  you  find  a  kind  of  a  tumid  Num- 
ifcsfs  about  your  Wrifts  ? 

Trie.  You  fay  true,  Sir. 

Sir  Ant.  The  reafon  of  that  is,  my  Lord,  the  Pulfef 

had  no  play. 
Trie.  So  I  gueft. 

Sir  Antt  A  Mifchief  on  'em,  I  feel  that  too; 

Inter  firfi  Companion. 
i  Com*  O,  my  Lord,  my  Lord,  your  Lordfhip  his 

m  

Sir  Ant.  What  has  his  Lordftip  loft? 

i  Com.  Why,  my  Lord  has  loft,  my  Lord  has  loft-- 
Oh!  dear  

Sir  Ant.  What  has  my  Lord  loft? 

x  Com.  Why,  my  Lord  has  loft  the  Lord  knows 

what  

ZWV.Thou  haft  loft  thy  Senfes,  Fellow  What  have 

I  loft?  Speak. 

i  Com* 
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i  Com.  Why,  my  Lord,  the  Thieves  have  ftoln  away 
the  Jewel  that  your  Lordfhip  gave  a  hundred  Pounds 
for,  to  a  cirarmcis'd  few,  two  Months  fiice  upon  the 
Change,  befides  a  hundred  Pounds  they  have  taken  out 
of  the  Portmantua. 

Trick.  Damn  the  Mony— the  Jewel  troubles  me 
beyond  Expreffion. 

Sir  Ant.  And  me  too  my  Lord,  I'm  a  circumcis'd 
Jew  my  felf  if  it  don't  j  but  pray,  my  Lord,  don't  be 
concern 'd  j  the  Lofs  (hall  be  no  Lofs  to  your  Lorcfhip; 
it  (han'c  be  faid,  my  Lord,  you  receiv'd  any  Prejudice 
in  my  Houfe;  be  pleasM  to  ftep  in,  and  Til  make  good 
your  Lordfhip's  LofTes. 

Trie  Upon  my  Soul,  Sir  Anthony  — • 

Sir  Ant.  Upon  my  Soul,  my  Lord  $  now  I  have 
fworn  firft;  I  have  juft  the  Sum  of  two  hundred' 
Guineas  in  Gold  hid  in  a  private  Place. 

Trie.  Well,  Sir,  I  will  accept  of  your  Courtefie,  but 
Til  take  Horfc  this  Minute,  and  away  for  London  as 
faft  as  poflible ;  perhaps  I  may  recover  my  J-wel,  by 
giving  timely  Information  to  the  Goldfmichsj  for  you 
muft  know  I  put  a  greater  Value  upon  it  than  its- 
intrinfick  Worth,  which  can't  exceed  a  Hundred 
Pounds. 

Sir  Ant.  My  Lord,  I  am  forry  I  can't  have  the  Ho- 
nour of  your  Lordfhip's  Company  at  Dinner  to  Day  $, 
but  Til  not  be  any  impediment  to  the  Recovery  of 
your  Jewel,  by  foliciting  your  Stay  any  longer  -y  i£ 
jour  Lordfhip  will  be  pleased  to  follow  me,  I  will 
prefent  you  with  a  fmah  LJurfe,  that  {hall  bai'ance  your 
Loflesj  and  then  Til  Tee  your  Lflrdfhip  on  rforie-back, 
and  wifh  you  good  Succefs. 

Trie.  Dear  Sir  Anthony ,  I  fwear  you  make  me 
blufo  

Sir  Ant.  O,  it  is  your  Lordlhip's]  fuper  abundant 
Modefty.  \Exemt, 


S  CE  NE 


i8  The  Slip. 


SCENE  Changes. 

Enter  Sir  Anthony  and  Servants. 

Sir  Ant*  Come,  come,  to  Work,  Cook,  and  let  the 

Dinner  be  ready  betimes ;   go,  go,  Man  Matter 

Trufly,  my  good  Steward,  cart  an  Eye  into  the  Kitchin 
and  o'er-look  the  Knaves  a  little ;  every  Jack  hps  hi« 
Friend  to  Day  >  this  Coufin  and  that  Coufin  puts  in  for 
a  Difh  of  Meat;  a  Man  knows  not  till  he  makes  aFeaft 
how  many  Varlets  he  feeds:  Acquaintance  fwarm  in 
every  Corner  like  Flies  at  Banholomemide,  that  come  up 
with  the  Drovers  j  I  believe  they  fmell  my  Kitchin  fe- 
ven  Miles  about.  Mr.  6)uickfent,  and  his  fweet  Bed- 
fellow,  you  are  very  copioufly  welcome. 

Enter  two  Gentlemen  and  Ladies. 

I  Gen.  Sir,  here's  a  dear  Friend  of  ours,  we  was 
bold  to  make  his  way  to  your  Table. 

Sir  Ant.  Thanks  for  that  Boldnefs>  is  this  youi 
Friend ? 

i  Gen.  It  is,  Sir,  both  my  Wife's  Friend  and  mine 
Sir. 

Sir  Ant t  Why  then  compendioufly,  Sir>  you  arc 
yvelcome. 

i  Gent.  I  thank  you*  Sir. 

Enter  fever  al  Gentlemen  and  Ladies. 

At 

Sir  Ant.  Ha  5  here's  more  of  my  kindGuefts;  Gentle  8 

men  and  Ladies,  you  are  infinitely  welcome:  You  dc  * 
my  Birrh-day  Honour.    I  have  feen  four  and  fifty  o 

thefe  Days,  blefs  my  old  Heart!  out  never  faw  fomucl  ^ 

good  Company  before ;  But  Gentlemen  and  Ladies  & 

will  you  be  pleas'd  t©  walk  into  the  Hall,  there's  i  l> 

gOO(  I 
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good  Fire,  and  you  lhall  have  my  fweet  Company  in- 
land/. [Eh.  Cent,  and  Ladies. 

Inter  a  Servant. 


j  How  now!  what  News  bringft  thou,  (tumbling  in? 
Serv.  There  are  certain  Players  without,  and  defire 
to  know  if  they  may  have  leave  to  aft  before  your 
I  Worftip. 

Sir  Ant.  Players!  by  the  Mafs  they  are  welcome; 
,  they'll  grace  my  Encerrainment  well;  but  for  certain 
Players,  there  thou  lyeft,  for  they  were  never  moreun- 
|  certain ;  now  here,  now  there,  and  by  and  by  neither 

here  nor  there  Go,  Sirrah,  call  'em  in. 

[Exit  Servant. 

How  fitly  the  Whorefons  come  upon  the  Feaft— I 
was  wifhing  for  them  but  now. 

Tnter  Trickwell  like  a  ftroling  Player* 

Oh,  welcome,  welcome  my  Friend. 

Trie.  The  Month  of  May  delights  not  in  her  Flowers 
More  than  we  joy  in  that  fweet  Sight  of  yours. 

Sir  Ant.  Very  good  ftroling  Verfes,  o'my  Word, 
and  well  a&ed.  I  perceive  you  are  the  bdl  Aftor. 

Trie.  I  generally  have  the  greartft  Share,  Sir. 

Sir  Ant.  And  wnofc  Men  are  you,  I  pray? 

Trie.  We  ferve  my  Lord  Ommucb,  Sir,  we  travel 
by  his  Patent. 

Sir  Ant.  My  Lord  Owemacb !  by  my  Troth  the  wel- 
comed Men  alive.  You  are  welcome,  faith  you  are  j 
give  me  yeur  Hand,  I  am  very  much  oblig'd  to  that 
honourable  Gentleman :  Why  my  Lord  lay  atmyHoufe 
laft  Night,  and  fuffercd  very  much  by  the  Robbery ;  but 
he  was  very  little  concerned  j  he's  a  very  honourable 
Gentleman  j  really  he  took  all  very  quietly,  and  went 
away  chearfully  j  for  my  Part,  1  never  faw  a  Man  of 

Honour  bear  things  bravelyer  away  Serve  my  Lozd 

Ove- 


io  The  S  l  i  p; 

Owetnuchl  You  are  more  than  ordinarily  welcome  for 
bis  Sake}  but  where  is  the  reft  of  your  Company? 

Trie,  They  are  all  in  the  Pantry  j  the  Men  all 
walk'd  a-foot,  but  the  Ladies  came  in  the  Waggon. 

Sir  Ant.  Well,  we'll  have  a  (hort  Play  before  Din- 
ner, to  pafs  away  the  time,  and  entertain  my  good 
Company;  but  I  like  a  Play  that  has  a  Politician  it  itj 
can  you  play  a  Politician  well  I 

Trie.  1  make  a  ftiift  fometimes. 

Sir  Ant.  Very  good;  ay,  you  look  like  a  cunning  Cur 
that  knew  how  to  carry  on  a  good  Defign;  but  let  the 
Play  be  (hort,  and  very  Comical,  for  I  love  to 
laugh  heartily. 

Trie.  I  warrant  you,  Sir,  we'll  divert  the  Com- 
pany. 

Sir  Ani.  Well,  but  what  is  the  Name  of  the  Play,  ? 
Trie.  The  Slip. 

Sir  Ant.  The  Slip  !  by  my  troth  a  pretty  Name,  and  a 
glib  one  too ;  well,  go  and  flip  into  it,  as  faft  as  you 
can. 

Trie.  But  I  have  a  Rcqueft  to  make  to  your  Wor^ 
fliipj  we  cou'd  do  all  to  the  Life  of  Adlion,  Sir,  both 
for  the  Credit  of  your  Worfhip's  Houfe,  and  the  Grace 
of  the  Comedy,  but  for  the  want  of  fome  Properties, 
for  which  I  beg  your  Worfhip's  Affiftance. 

Sir  Ant.  Why  with  all  my  Heart  j  what  is  it  you 
want?  fpeak. 

Trie.  I  want  a  Gold  Chain  for  a  Juftice.' 

Sir  Ant.  Oh  !  you  (hall  have  mine  Here,  will 

this  fervc  your  Turn  ?  [Givu  him  the  Chain. 

Trie.  Excellently  well,  Sir. 

Sir  Ant.  If  you  want  any  thing  clfe  you  may  have 

it. 

Trie.  We  ftiou'd  ufe  a  Ring  with  a  Stone  in  it. 

Sir  Ant.  OS  1  loft  a  Couple  laft  Night,  worth  a  hun- 
dred Pounds  i  but  1  won't  baulk  the  Comedy  for  want 
of  a  Ring  j  perhaps  there  may  lye  a  very  good  Jeft  in 

that 
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that  I' faith— here,  here,  take  this  [Gives  him  a 

Diamond  Ring.']  Do  you  want  any  thing  elfe? 

Trie.  O  Dear  I  had  like  to  have  forgot,  we  want  a 
Watch  too. 

Sir  Ant,  Whoop  !  a  Watch  too  ?  here,  here  take 
mine,  but  take  care  you  don'c  hinder  the  Motion 
o  it. 

Trie.  No,  Sir,  I  give  you  my  Word  the  Watch 
(hall  go. 

Sir  Ait.  Wei!,  have  you  all  you  want? 

Trie.  Yes,  Sir,  we  have  enough. 

Sir  Ant.  'Egad  I'm  glad  to  hear  that;  well  go,  and 
begin  the  Play  now  as  faft  as  you  can.    [Exit  Sir  Anr; 

Trie.  I  will,  Sir  Faith  I  have  a  great  Inclina- 
tion to  (lay  and  fpeak  a  Prologue ;  for  it  is  not  fair  to 

go  away  and  fpeak  never  a  Word  My  Uncle  has 

given  me  three  Shares,  and  I  ought  to  do  fomething 
for  'em.  [Exit. 

SCENE  Changes. 

Enter  Sir  Anthony,  Gentlemen  and  Ladies, 

Sir  Ant.  Come,  fit  down  Gentlemen  and  Ladies,  the 
Players  will  be  ready  prefently. 

Gent.  How  many  Players  be  there? 

Sir  Ant.  Five,  five  nimble  Comedians  ;  proper  A- 
ctors  I  warrant  'em. 

Gent.  Whofe  Servants  are  they  pray  ? 

Sir  Ant.  O1  there's  their  Credit  $  they  ferve  an  ho- 
norable Gentleman  ;  my  Lord  Owemueh. 

Gem.  My  Lord  Owemuch!  he  was  in  Ireland  late- 
ly? 

Sir  Ant.  Oh,  you  ne'er  knew  any  of  the  Name  but 
were  great  Travellers, 

Gent.  But  what  is  this  Comedy  call'd  ? 

Sir  Ant.  Marry  ,  Sir,  it  is  call'd  the  Sljfs  and  here 
the  Prologue  begins  to  Hip  in  upon  uj. 

inter 
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Inter  Trickwell. 

Trick.  We  fing  of  wandring  Knights,  what  thenj 
betide, 

Who  neither  in  one  Place,  or  one  Shape  abide  : 
They  are  here  now,  and  anon,  no  Scouts  can  catch 
'em  j 

Being  every  Man  well  hors'd  like  a  bold  Beach-man: 
The  Play  which  we  prefentr,  no  Fault  (hall  meet 
But  one;  you'll  fay  'tis  (hort;  Til  fay  'tis  fweer. 
5Tis  given  much  to  dumb  Show,  which  fome  praife  j 
And  like  the  Term,  delights  much  in  Delays  j 
But  to  conclude,  and  give  the  Name  her  due, 
The  Play  being  call'd  the  Slip  1  Vanilh  toa. 

[Exit. 

Sir  Ant.  [He  Claps  his  Hands.']   Excellently  well 
a&ed,  and  a  nimble  Conceit. 
Cent.  The  Prologue  is  pretty  Tfaith,  and  went  off 
well. 

Sir  Ant.  I,  that's  the  Grace  of  all,  when  they  go 
away  well*  Ha,  ha,  ha,  by  my  Troth,  if  I  were  a  young 
Woman  now,  J  fhould  fall  in  Love  with  that  Player,  and 

fend  for  him  to  Supper  to  Night          But  why  does 

not  the  Play  begin,  methinks  they  are  very  long. 

Gent,  You  muft  bear  a  little,  they  are  not  yet 
ready. 

Inter  Trickwell. 

Trick.  APoxoffuch  Fortune/  the  Plots  betray'd  ! 

—  all  will  come  out          yonder  they  come,  taken 

upon  Sufpicion.   I  was  accurft  to  hold  Sociery  with 

fuch  Coxcombs  what's  to  be  done?  S'death,  jf 

I'm  taken,  I  (hall  certainly  be  hang'd — happily  thought 
upon,  the  Chain  ;  Invention  flick  to  me  this  once,  and 
fail  me  ever  hereafter. 

[Puts  the  Cham  round  hit  Keck then  Walks  chut  the 
Stage. 

Sir 
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Sir  Ant.  Why,  where  be  thefe  Players?  O,  are 

you  come  ?  Troth  'tis  e'en  time,  I  was  fending  for 
you. 

Gent.  How  moodily  he  walks,  what  plays  he  tro'? 

Sir  Ant.  A  Juftice  upon  my  Credit  j  I  know  by 
the  Chain  there. 

Trie.  01  unfortunate  Juftice!  

Sir  Ant.  Ha,  ha,  ha,  I  told  you  fo. 

Trie.  In  thy  Relations  unfortunate  ;  here  comes  thy 
fhamelefs  Nephew  now  upon  Sufpicion,  brought  by  a 
Conftable  before  thee 5  his  vile  Aflociates  with  him,  but 
he  fo  difguifed,  that  none  can  know  bim  but  my  Felf  • 
Twice  have  I  already  fet  him  free  from  the  Hands  of 
Juftice,  aud  for  his  Sake  his  lewd  Companions  j  my 
Confcience  can  permit  but  one  wink  more. 

Sir  Ant.  So,  fo,  we  fhall  take  Juftice  winking. 

Trie.  For  this  time  I  have  thought  of  the  Means  to 
work  their  Freedom,  tho*  hazarding  my  felf  $  for 
Jhou*d  the  Law  feize  on  him,  it  would  blemifti  much 

my  Name.         No,  I'll  rather  lean  to  Danger  than  to 

Shame. 

Sir  Ant.  A  very  pretty  Juftice  truly.  — 

Enter  a  Conftable,  with  Trickwell'j  three  Compani- 
ons in  their  own  Cloaths,  as  Frifoners. 

Con.  Thank  you,  thank  you,  Neighbours,  let  mc 
alone  with  'em  now. 

Trie.  How  now  !  Conftable!  what  News  with 
thee? 

Con.  May  it  pleafe  your  Worship,  here  aie  three  ve- 
ry aufpicious  Fellows   [To Sir  Anr. 

Sir  Ant.  To  me!  Puh !  — —  turn  to  the  Juftice,  you 
Whorefon  Hobby-horfe  This  is  fome  new  Play- 
er          They  always  put  the  Fools  to  play  the  Con- 

tfables  Parts. 

.  Trie.  What's  the  Matter,  Conftable,  what's  the 
Matter? 

Cm. 
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Con.  I  have  nothing  to  fay  to  your  Worfliip-.:. 
they  were  all  riding  a  Horfe-back,  an  pleafe  you 
Worlhip [To  Sir  An; 

Sir  Ant.  Yet  again!  A  Pox  of  all  Affes,  fpcak  t 
him. 

Con.  The  Ofller  told  me  that  they  were  all  unfhbl 

Fellows. 

Trie.  Why  fure  the  Fellow's  drunk. 

i  Com.  We  found  that  Weaknefs  in  him  long  3g< 
Sir.  Your  Worihip  muft  bear  with  him,  the  Man  i 
much  o'erfeen;  only  in  Rcfped  to  his  Office  we  obey \ 
him,  both  to  appear  conformable  to  Law  and  clear  oi 
all  Offence  $  for  I  protefthe  found  us  but  aHorfe-bacfc 

Trie.  He  did  not  ? 

i  Com.  That's  all,  and  all  he  can  lay  to  us. 
Con.  Why,  what,  were  not  you  all  riding  awa1 
then  ? 

i  Com.  Being  a  Horfe-back,  that  muft  needs  fol 
low. 

Trie.  Why  true,  Sir. 

Sir  Ant.  Well  faid,  Juftice;  he  helps  his  Kinfmar 
well.  - 

Trie.  Why,  Sirrah,  do  you  ufc  to  bring  Gentlemen 
before  me  for  riding  away?  would  you  have  had 
'em  flood  ftill  when  they  were  a  Horfe-back,  Sir- 
rah ?  I'll  make  an  excellent  Example  of  you,  for  all 

drunken  Conftables,  how  they  abufe  Juftice  Here, 

bind  him.  bind  him,  I  lay. 

Con.  How,  bind  me,  for  what?  what  is  the  Man 
mad,  1  trow  ? 

Trie.  Bind  him,  I  fay  j  I'll  affifi:  you. 

"  [They  bind  the  ConfiMe. 

Con.  Help,  help;  Thieves,  Thieves  

Trie.  A  Gag  will  help  all  this  Keep  lefs  Noife, 

you  Knave. 

Con.  Help,  help;  I  command  you  all  in  the  King's 
Name  to  refcue  the  Contfable. 

Au,au,au— 
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Trie.  So,  I  have  fav'd  you  all  from  hanging  this 
time ;  but  if  you  are  taken  again  you  deferve  it. 

Sir  Ant.  By  my  Troth  and  fo  they  do. 

Trie.  You  may  ride   quietly  now  I'll  fee  you 

too  take  Horfe,  for  I  have  nothing  elfe  to  do. 

Con.  Au,  au,  au,   [E*.  Trie,  and  Companions. 

Sir  Ant.  By  my  troth  this  is  the  maddeft  Piece  of 
Juftice  that  ever  was  committed. 

Gent.  I'll  be  fworn  for  the  Madnefs  of  it. 

Sir  Ant.  I  am  deceived  if  this  prove  not  a  merry  Co- 
medy, and  a  witty  one  too:  You'll  all  laugh  heartily 
by  and  by,  I  warrant  you. 

Gent.  Alas,  poor  Conftable,  his  Mouth's  open  and 
never  a  wife  Word. 

Sir  Ant.  Faith  he  fpeaks  e'en  as  many  now  as  he  has 
done  j  he  feems  wifeft  when  he  gapes  and  fays  no- 
thing He  turns  and  tells  his  Tale  to  me  like  an  Afs. 

Why,  what  have  I  to  do  with  their  riding  away  ?  Nay, 
thou  art  well  enough  ferv'd,  i'  faith. 

Gent.  But  what  follows  all  this  while?  methinks 
fomebody  (hou'd  pafs  by  and  pity  the  poor  Conftable. 

Sir  Ant.  No,  hang  him,  hang  him  *  he  does  not  de- 
ferve to  be  pityed,  he  s  the  worft  Adtor  that  ever  I 

law  Go,  Sirrah,  ftep  in,  I  think  they  have  forgot 

themfelvesi  call  the  Knaves  in;  they  are  in  a  Wood,  I 
think. 

[Exit  Servant. 

Con.  li  I,  I. 

Gent.  Hark,  the  Conftablefaysl,  they  are  in  a  Wood  \ 
he  thinks  long  of  the  time,  Sir  Anthony. 

Enter  a  Servant. 

Sir  Ant.  How  now,  when  come  they? 
S$rv.  An  pleafe  your  Worfhip,  there's  not  one  of 
them  to  be  found. 
Sir  Ant.  How !  what  fays  the  Fellow ! 

C  $grvi 
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Serv.  Neither  Horfe  nor  Mam 

Sir  Ant.  Body  of  me,  thou  lyeft. 

Serv.  Not  a  Hair  of  either,  Sir. 

Gent.  How  now,  Sir  Anthony  ? 

Sir  Ant.  I  am  cheated  and  defeated— -Ungag  that 
Rafcah  HI  hang  him  for  his  Companions,  Til  make 
him  bring  them  out* 

[They  ungtg  htm. 

Con.  Did  not  I  tell  your  Worfhip  this  before?  That 
I  brought  them  before  your  Worihip  for  difpe&ed  Per- 
fons ;  flay'd  them  at  Town's  end  upon  Warning  given  $ 
made  Signs  that  my  very  Jaw-bone  akes;  and  your 
Worfhip  would  not  hear  me,  but  told  me  I  was  an  Afs 
and  like  your  Worfhip,  and  faving  your  Worftiip's  Pro 
fence  laught  at  me. 

Sir  Ant*  Why,  art  not  thou  the  Conftable  in  the  Co- 
medy. 

Con-  In  the  Commondy!  No,  no,  I'm  the  Conftable 
in  the  Commonwealth. 
Sir  Ant.  I  am  gull'd,  i' faith,  I  am  gull'd :  When  was 

you  chofe  ? 
Con.  On  Tburfday  lafr,  Sir; 

Sir  Ant.  A  pox  on't,  that  was  the  Reafon  I  did  not 

know  thee  I  am  finely  cheated!  I  begin  to  fmell 

a  Rat :  My  Lord  Owemncb  his  Players !  upon  Confide- 
ration,  egad  I  wifh  they  were  not  my  Lord  Ommuch 
his  Thieves  that  robb'd  me  laft  Night:  Faith,  I  believe  my 
Lord  is  not  a  much  honeftcr  Man  than  his  Servants — 
But  cheer  up,  Sir  Anthony \  don't  lofe  thy  good  Tem- 
per with  thy  Mony  i  it  may  one  Day  ferve  to  hang  the 
Rogues. 

Gent.  I  never  knew  fuch  a  Trick  in  my  Life. 

Sir  Ant.  Gentlemen,  I  fhall  intreat one  Favourof  you. 

Gent  What  is  it,  Sir  ? 

Sir  Ant.  Not  to  laugh  at  me  feven  Years  hence. 
Gent.  We  (hould  betray  and  laugh  at  our  own  Folly 
then,  for  none  here  but  were  deceive!. 

Sir  AnU 
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t  JM.  Faith  that's  fome  Comfort  yet,  ha,  ha,  ha,  it 
cleverly  carried  on  ;  troth  I  commend  their  Wits, 
lake  us  Afles  before  our  Faces,  while  we  fat  ftill 
laugh'd  at  one  another-— Well,  notwithftanding 
Lofles,  we'll  be  very  merry  $  this  is  my  Birth-day < 

0  Melanchollj  Looks  this  Cheat  Jhall  breed} 

bey  faid  thefd  flay  the  Slip— they  have  indeed, 


FINIS. 


